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atlon was too strong or his will power56e --PRIMROSE PATHIron County ftegister.

NAN PATTERSON HAS FOLLOWED IT
TO THE PRISON BARS.

Whether Innocent or Guilty of Murder She
Is Pa.ying the PenaJty of a. Life

of So-CeJl-
ed Pleasure.

forward, nvs head In we girs iap. rfs
was dead, and a bullet had fulfilled its
mission.

For some days an absolute silence pre-

vailed. Then a flood of alleged eyewit-
nesses turned up. Their stories, bow-ev-

could not stand investigation, and
one after another they were cast aside
as sensation seekers. '

But there was one exception; an old
man, Martin Hazleton, of Oneonta, N.
Y. He saw the man and woman, their
hands clasped and held face high, then
a flash, a puff of smoke and the report
of a revolver broke the stillness of tba
morning.

Hazleton wa? the most Important wit-

ness placed on the stand by the defense,
and the efforts of the prosecutor to shake
his briet but vital testimony ended in
failure.

Then the defendant herself went to
the witness chair and told the whole
story of her relations with Young. It
was a trying ordeal before the curious
crowd In the courtroom as she repeat-
ed the history of her life from the day

Attracted by the Glare of the Footlights She Forsakes
FoLmily and Friends for the Tinsel of the

- Sta.ge A Moral in Her Tragedy.
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real or Imaginary, against Ml
Grange.

My own story was Incredible to th(
point of absurdity, and my counsel
strongly advised me to rely solely ot
the plea of insanity insanity induce
by the Intolerable wrong I had Buf-

fered at the hands of the dead man.
In the end I was found guilty, witt

a recommendation to mercy.
I was sentenced to death, and th(

governor, in spite of the rider to th
jury's verdict, refused to see any rea-
son why the sentence should not be
carried out I cannot honestly saj
that those days of waiting for deatt
by the hangman's rope which followec
my sentence were the most wretched
of my life. During the 25 years whet
I had worked for revenge and my
soul filled with hate, I had many
worse times.

Now I knew my enemy was dead
and somehow the reason for my owl
continued existence seemed to have
passed away also.

If I did not welcome the awful end
awaiting me, at any rate I did not
dread it

However, fate which has played
such queer tricks with me in my time

seemed reluctant to lose such an
amusing toy, and so, at almost the last
moment, intervened and saved me,
doubtless for further experiments.

I was to die on Friday. On the pre-

vious Monday, at about two in the
afternoon, I was taken to the room oi
the warden. That gentleman informed
me that I was reprieved for one week,
and at the same time warned me to
build no false hopes on this temporary
respite.

What had happened was this:
On the night of the murder Arnold

Grange was believed to have in hi3
possession banknotes to the amount
of $1,500. Of these only the $500 found
upon me had been accounted for. It
was supposed that the banker had
sent oft the remainder in payment of
some private debt, unknown even to
his secretary.

Now, however, a man had been
caught trying to pass one of the miss-

ing notes. He proved to be a' man
well known to the police Sol Prior,
a daring swindler of the flash type.

He could give no satisfactory ex-

planation of how he came Into posses-
sion of the notes, and he was detained
by the police.

One day I was taken into the prison
yard, where a score of men were
ranged up in a line. I was asked if
I knew any of them.

I had no difficulty in picking out my

man. His mustache and beard were
less carefully trimmed, and his face

too weak, for be never succeeded, and
she was his friend and companion to the
day of his death.

Young began his career on the Pacific
coast as a foot racer, and was said to
have, been one of the fastest runners that
the world has ever known. From the
cinder path he drifted to the race track,
and his luck from the beginning was
phenomlnal.

Her Fatal Beaut?.
Nan Patterson's beauty has been the

cause of other troubles iu which lives
have been forfeited. An actor In another
who had proposed to her became insane
over her refusal and committed suicide
In her presence. Another admirer of
hers killed himself on the coast.

Nan Patterson remained in the west
with Young until last spring1. They vis
ited the tracks at Los Angeles, Oakland
and other prominent racing centers on
the coast, and returned east in March
for the first time since fheir meeting.

Young returned to the coast the fol
lowing month, and it was but a few days
before she wr.s speeding westward in re
sponse to a telegram from him.

All this was brought out in the testi-
mony at the celebrated trial. Seldom
were they separated by a very great dis-
tance, and then only when it was un
avoidable.

During all this time he tried to hide
his relations with the Patterson girl
from his wife. His friends and relatives
pleaded with him to give up the show
girl, and finally induced him to agree to
take a trip to Europe, where they hoped
she could or would not follow, and where
he might forget her.

The Fatal Shooting.
It wa3 on the morning that he was

about to leave, on Saturday, June 4,

that the tragedy occurred. He had seen
her the evening previous, told her of his
proposed trip and, according to her
story, had asked her to follow and meet
him in London. She had given him au
indefinite answer, but had agreed to meet
him the next morning and Bee him off.

POLLOWINQ THE

They had sent a night of carousal and
drinking, and Young was considerably
under the influence of the liquor when he
finally left her at her sister's home and
returned to his.

It was early next morning when they
met again. After Young had several
more drinks they entered a cab and
started for the pie", where Young's wife
was awaiting him. It was at an hour
when the streets were not very crowded
There was a pistrl shot, and Young fell

"You can trust me," he replied cool-
ly. "I knew when I am beaten. Can
you find your own way out?"

Something in his voice aroused my
suspicions, and I turned on him
fiercely.

"What is your gamer I said furi-
ously. "What vile plan are you con-
cocting in that devilish brain of
yours?"

"My dear fellow" he began. But I
cut him short.

"Call your butler," I said sternly,
"and tell him in my presence that I am
your friend and that I am always to
be admitted to your presence."

"What is the use of that? I could
easily play you false; but I assure"

"Never mind; do what I tell you!"
I commanded, his reluctance making
me more determined-H- e

laughed, but I could see that he
was nervous and distraught

"Very well," he said; but I will do
even better than that. I will call my
secretary, and you shall tell him what-
ever you please."

He walked round the desk to a baize
covered swing door, which apparently
opened into another room.

"'Mr. Courtney. One moment. If you
please!" he said, pushing the doer
open.

There was no answer, and, with an
ejaculation of impatience the banker
stepped into the inner room and the
door swung to behind him.

He did not immediately reappear as
I had expected.

"Well, I will wait," I said grimly.
And so I walked up and down the long
room for nearly ten minutes.

Thon, losing patience, I pushed open
the green door and found myself in
a little anteroom.

It was empty.
There was no other door, and the

window, which, as in the room I had
left, overlooked the square, was shut
and fastened with a patent lock.

Angry and bewildered, I returned
whence I had come and glanced search-ingl- y

round the large, dimly lit apart-
ment. The ticking of a clock on the
mantel-piec- e and the footfall of a pass-
erby on the pavement outside were the
only sound3.

Unquestionably I was In the room
alone.

I went to the desk and pressed the
button of an electric bell. I was In no
mood to be trilled with, and I deter-
mined to get to the bottom of the mys-
tery without delay.

Almost immediately a gentlemanly
young fellow made his appearance.

"You rang, sir," he began. And
then, catching sight of me, he paused,
and stared with open mouth.

"Kindly tell Mr. Grange i am still
waiting, and must see hira at once,"
I said.

"But Mr. Grange should be h6re!"
said the young man in astonishment.

"Well, you see he is not," I retorted
irritably. "Ten minutes ago he dis-
appeared through that door and I
haven't seen him since."

"But that is impossible!" persisted
the young man. "There is no other
door in that room!"

"Well, he is not here, is he? Perhaps
you will be kind enough to find out
where he is. Stay," I added, as an af-
terthought "Perhaps I shall not
trouble him any more but
kindly tell him that I will call

morning at ten o'clock precisely,
when I shall expect to see him'

After ail, I had the $500, and the man
was really in my power. Perhaps his
nerves had given way. I would give
him a dozen hours respite.

I went to pass out of the room, but
the young fellow stood in my path,
and courteously but firmly objected.

"You will excuse me sir, but I do not
know you, and I do not understand
why you are alone in Mr. Grange's
room."

"But, my good man, have I not told
you that Mr. Grange left me ten mon-ut- es

ago?"
For reply the other turned to the

door and called for assistance. In a
few seconds a, couple of footmen made
their appearance.

"What's up, Mr. Courtney?" demand-
ed one.

"Probably it is all right," said the
secretary quietly. "Has anyone seen
Mr. Grange?"

No one had. He came to this room
after dinner, as was his custom, and
had not been seen to leave it since.
The old butler stated that he had seen
his master here at ten o'clock when he
had announced me. It was now nearly
11.

"Search the room!" said Mr. Court-
ney, keeping a wary eye upon me.

The butler, the two footmen, and
the valet, who had now appeared, be-

gan the search with grave alarmed
faces.

I found myself watching the butler
fussing about and looking in some
vases, drawers and other Impossible
places. Suddenly he peered behind the
screen near the desk, and then started
back with a cry of horror.

A general rush was made to the
spot, the screen was thrust aside, and
there, lying full length on the carpet,
was the body of a man.

The secretary sprang to the door and
closed it, and then gave his orders in
quick, level tones.

"Robbins, tell Dr. Wright to come
nt once, and then go for the police.
Parsons, White, secure this man, and
take care that he does not get away!"

The next moment I found .myself
seized and held by two sturdy foot-
men,

Mr. Courtney switched on some
more light, and then, kneeling by the
body, gently raised the unfortunate
man's head.

As I caught sight of the face I recog-
nized it at once. Twenty-fiv- e years
had altered it, indeed, but it 'was the
face of my old, treacherous chum of
the Callfronla gold fields.

Who, then, was that other who had
so mysteriously disappeared? ,

What followed is - newspaper his-
tory. , ,

At the inquest It was proved that Ar-

nold Grange died from a blow from
some instrument on the back of the
head.,,!1'

In due course I was committed for
trial.- - The police built up a terrific
case against me. Indeed, the evidence
they were able to obtain was enough
to convince almost any one., 'The
bank notes found upon me were proved
to be part of a larger Sum known to
have been in the possession of the
banker on the day of his death. Fur-
thermore, It was known and I admit-
ted the fact 'that I had a grievance,

t Mr IU D. IKE
lEONTOlf. t i i MISSOURI

DELICATESSEN.

Ehe was not highly cultured.
For grammar had no use; , t

She never heard of Browning,
Nor studied themei abstruse.

She had no ear (or music,
Could not a rhyme repeat,
But knew the art of cooking
Good things tor us to eat.

She could make an apple custard
With knack pf sure success;

With pies of mince and pumpkin
The family would bless.

Her angej-foo- d was manna
To feed the hungry heart;

Ber golden-cruste- d doughnut!
Paid tribute to her art.

The black bat Indigestion
Neier Bettled on her roof.

And the medicine dispenser
Her presence kept aloof.

She's still on earth and hearty.
But oh, the aching void!

For in a se.iool of cooking
Our former cook's employed.
Mrs. M. L. Fayne, In Chicago Record-Heral-

THE r.HJRDER OF

i ARNOLD GRANGE I

MY HERBERT ALLINUHAM.

A GOOD many years ago two young
men were prospecting for gold in

California. They met with incredible
luck, and- - in less than a year had made
their pile.

One day they went together on a
shooting expedition. The younger of
the two, Phil Mason, was accidentally
shot by his companion and badly
wounded.

For some hours Phil was tenderly
nursed by his companion, and then
he fell asleep.

When he awoke he was alone. At
first he could not believe he had been
deserted, but as the hours passed the
horrible truth sank into his mind.
He had been left to die. '

The agony of thirst and the pain of
his wounds made him delirious. To re-

late what he suffered would only pro- -'

vide grewsome reading; and, after all,
it is past and done with these 40 yeans
and more. Besides, the subject is to me
a particularly distasteful one, for I
was Phil Mason, though I am known
by quite another name y; and.
the horror of those lonely hours of
torment filled my soul with a bitter
hate that lasted five and 20 years.

Enough, then, to say that I was res-

cued by a black fellow, and that a
fortnight later I was back among
men, able to get about, although only
a shadow of my former self.

On making inquiries i found that
my chum had cleared out of the coun-
try, taking with him our united sav-
ings.

Penniless and weak in health, i
could not follow him, and when some
months later I got a little money
together, all trace of him had disap-
peared. ,

So the years passed on in this endless
quest, interrupted by spells of hard toll.

Then one day, after five and 20

years, the knowledge which I had
sought so hungrily came to me, by ac-

cident.
A careless conversation, overheard

by mere chance, told me the present
name and habitation of the man who
had wronged me.

It was nearly ten o'clock at night
when I presented myself at the door
of the handsome house in Hammond
Square, the residence of Arnold Grange,
the eminent banker.

Not for a moment did I anticipate
any trouble in obtaining an interview.
The man would not dare to send me
away.

I was right In a few moments the
old butler returned and conducted me
to his master.

I found myself in a large, richly
furnished room, lighted only at the
farther end by a shaded electric lamp
on a big open desk covered with pa- -,

pers.
At the desk stood a man with his

head turned towards me, but I could
not at first see his face. Quietly I
walked across the room to him, and
for a moment we confronted each other
in silence.

Prosperity had changed him, even
'as adversity had changed me.

For one thing, he did not look his
yeai. He could have passed for 45,
and yet I knew that he must be well
over 50.

He wore a well trimmed beard and
mustache and his skin was white.
When I had known him he was clean
shaven and deeply bronzed.

"You do not 'recognize me, Tom
Warner," I said at length, addressing
bim by his old name.

He kept a bold front, but I thought
I detected a lurking fear in his eyes.

"It is long since we met," he said
In low tones.

"Long, indeed!" I replied, with a bit-

ter laugh. "It Is 25 years since you
left me, a wounded lad, to die of thirst
In the mountains. Twenty-fiv- e years
since you robbed me of the gold I had
worked and sweated for!" '

He fidgeted nervously," but offered
no defense, no excuse.

"But T have hunted you down at
last, Tom, Warner or Mr. Arnold
Grange, If you prefer that. I have
hunted you down, and by heaven you
shan't escape me now!"

' "I see a case of blackmail!" he
' said coolly.

, I' took a step towards him, and I
, think the look In,'my eyes frightened

'.him.' ,,. , :..
'"There, there!" he said hastily.

"We need not quarrel. The past is
dead. Let's forget it. Come and see

' me and we will go Intps fig
ii:"s. Moanwhlle here is something to
go on with!" " . .

'I took the bills and recounted' them.
"Thank you," I said, as I placed them

In my pocket. "I will call upon yon
but understand this, I

' Shall not bo satisfied with a cent less
' than half of your fortune. If you try

to rob me of a single dollar, by heaven
the whole world shall know your

"story!"

she met the man who vas to turn her
lifo In tragedy's path to the fatal moment
In the cab.

Fiually the trial was completed, and
the jury, after deliberating for 24 hours,
declared they were unable to agree as
to her guilt or innocence.

Story with a Moral.
This, in brief, is the story of the life

of Nan Patterson, or that part of it that
had an ultimate bearing on the death
of Caesar Young, and the trial that has
been a three times nine-day- s' talk in
New York and probably throughout the
country.

Little did she suspect when she em-

barked upon her theatrical career and
her life of pleasure and gaiety of the trag-
ic ending and the accompanying sorrow
and pain in store for her, or she would
have undoubtedly reconsidered the mat-
ter.

Although one young and wayward girl
has dearly paid the price of her folly, the

PRIMROjK PATH.

case has sei ved to point a moral to oth-
ers that tht snares and pitfalls of the
innocent malen behind the footlights
are many, and more than one, unable
to stand the temptations offered, has
partaken of thu fatal apple.

To the uninitiated, the Primrose Path
means a life ot' pleasure, of ease and
gaiety, strewn with roses red, but to
Nan Patterson the glamour has been
removed, and it is streaked with the
life blood of Caisar Young.

"When the bodiHs are turned over to
us we are instructed to hold them awhile
to see if relatives or claimants appear.
In this instance we held the body about
two months."

Suffers Excess of Mother-in-La-

Detroit "Too much mother-in-law- "
Is Alfred J. Ashton's claim in answering
the second bill for divorce filed by Julia
B. Ashton. He denies his wife's as-
sertion that September 6 he deserted her,
but explains he left the house for a few
days to prevent Julia Pfannenschmidt,
his mother-in-la- from "inflicting great
bodily injury" on him, "as she did on
and before that day." On another occa-
sion when his mother-in-la- w "was abus-
ing him" with a broomstick, Ashton
says bis wife "upheld her mother and
declared she would get a divorce."

Truly Wild and Woolly.
Portland, Ore. Visitors to the Lewie

and Clark exposition in Portland next
year will not "take In thn Midway" nor
"go down the pike." They will "hit the
trail."

For a Bible, $8 850.
London. Robert Burns' family Bible,

containing Interesting family entries,
was sold at auction here for f 8,250. The
purchaser was a London dealer.

Free Libraries a Curse.
Free public libraries are becoming a

curse to the nation. They are making
women lazy by novel-readin- by novel-readi-

women all become, in Imagina-
tion, persecuted heroines and the cook- -
lng goes wrong! London Express.

Rubbing It In,
She (after the play) So you didn't

enjoy the performance?
He No. 1 didn't see a darned thing.
"I heard, you complaining about a

'darned hat' Didn't you see that?"
Philadelphia Press. ',

was even whiter than when he had
faced me in the banker's room, but I
should have known him among a thou-
sand.

From that moment events move'd

quickly, and a fortnight later I re-

ceived a pardon.
The wretched man Prior stood his

trial and was duly hanged, but before
the end he left a callous confession,
it was a brief document and may be
given here.

"On July 14 I was down on my luck,
a promising piece of business having
gone wrong. I was walking across
Hammond square when I noticed a
window of one of the houses wide
open. A light was burning inside, but
the room seemed to be empty. No
one was about, so I climbed on to the
stone coping and got into the room.
Then I pulled down the blind. As I did
so a man appeared from behind the
screen and confronted me. I pre-

tended to be drunk, but he was too
shrewd. He said nothing, but caught
me by the throat and stretched out
his left hand to ring the electric bell
on his desk. I forced him away from
it and then struck him as hard as I
could on the point of the jaw. He
staggered back and fell and his head
struck on the marble curb in front of
the fireplace. I thought he was only
stunned, but as I knelt down by him
he just gave ope groan and expired.
I dragged the body behind the screen
and made for the window, but just
then the door opened and some one
said that a Mr. Phil Mason desired
to see me. The servant, an old man,
did not recognize me as I stood back
in the shadow. To get rid of him I
said 'show him in.' As luck would
have it my voice did not betray me to
the old man and he went out. I went
to the window again, but a policeman
was standing just outside talking to a
servant girl. Not knowing what to do
I turned back to the room and at the
same moment that maniac, Phil Ma-

son, came in. Again luck helped me.
He took me for the banker at once.
I saw my only chance was to bluff it.
I tried all I could, to get rid of the fel-

low, but he would not go. At last, on
the pretext of fetching my secretary, I
got away and went into the anteroom,
but the window was locked. I came
back and found Mason walking up
and down the room. While his beck
was turned I managed to get to the
window without being seen. I hid be-

hind the curtain and he came within
a yard of me. Then, when his back
wa3 again turned I slipped out of the
window. The policeman was gone and
I got away without being seen. It is
true I killed Arnold Grange, but I
swear t was an accident."

The medical evidence declared that
Arnold Grange could not have met his
death in the manner described in the
above confession.

For my own part, having good rea-
son to look with suspicion on circum-
stantial evidence, I should have given
the poor wretch the benefit of the
doubt, and I still think that the ends
of justice would have been, served by
a verdict of manslaughter.

One other curious fact may he men-

tioned. When Arnold Grange's will
was examined it was found that he
had left exactly half his fortune to
"Philip Mason if such person can be

found." .
;

Particulars were then given of my
whereabouts at different periods of
my life, extending over 25 years, show-
ing that the banker had practically
kept his eye upon me from the mo-
ment he left me to die In the bush to
the moment I knocked at his door it
Hammond square. '

Why he never helped me, why he
never sought to repair the wrong he
had done me, I cannot even guess. I

sometimes think that had we indeed
met on that July night he would have
asked my forgiveness, and I should
have granted it; and that, after a
Btralght talk between man an man,
we might even have renewed the
friendship of our youth. Chicago
Tribune.

FINDS HER. HUSBAND'S BODY ON
A COLLEGE DISSECTING TABLE.

NAN

New York. "From the Glare of the
Footlights to the Gloom of a Cell in the
Tombs," would be a fitting title to a story
of the life of Nan Patterson, the former
show girl, charged with the murder of
Caesar Young, the well-know- n horse-
man and bookmaker.

Only a short step and a few brief mo-

ments fromthe stage with the plaudits of
hundreds still ringing in her ears as she
gaily danced in the famous "Floradora"
sextette in the glare of the calcium, to the
dismal depths of the prison, to be brand-
ed as a murderer by thousands and to
hear the bitter and cutting words of the
stern prosecutor as he laid hare the se-

crets of her past life.
Such, in brief, has been the experience

of Nan Patterson, and It has turned her
from a beautiful and care-fre- e girl to
a prematurely aged woman.

There are those who declare her Inno-
cent of the crime charged to her; say
she is only an unfortunate victim of clr- -

MM

DEATH OF CAESAR YOUNO.

cumstances who is reaping the reward
of a life generally and generously known
as "fast"

Whether she is guilty or innocent of
the murder of Young will probably never
be positively known to any but her and
her Maker. She has been brought be-

fore the earthly bar of Justice, where
crafty and skillful lawyers have tried
to fasten the crime on her while others
have tried to free her, and the 12 men
have been unable to agree.

Adopts Life of Stage.
Nan Randolph Patterson was quite

well known along Broadway among the-
atrical people for several years before
she so suddenly took the center of the
stage. Among the profession though it
was simply Nan Randolph.

She was born in Washington, D. C,
the daughter of a minister, and was
raised amid the religious surroundings
cf a Christian home.

Always of a wild and wilful disposi-
tion, the simple life did not appeal to her.

Origin of a Phrase.
What is the. derivation of the phrase

"Mad as a hatter?" One explanation is
that it was originally French. "As mad
as an oyster" (hultre), that bivalve be--

lng supposed to be exteremely unintel-lectua- l.

Another theory la that the
phrase had reference to Collins, the Eng-
lish poet, author of the "Ode to the Pas-
sions." He was a hatter at Chichester,
and it ha) been said that the lunatics
with whom he was confined atone time
called him "the hatter" and that the
phrase originated ikus. ,

PATTERSON

She was an uncommonly beautiful child,
and the praise called forth by her good
looks, as she grew older, turned her
thoughts in directions wholly opposed
to that intended for her by her parents,
and before she was many years in her
teens she went to New York and ob-

tained a place in the chorus.
Stage life caused her to forget the re

ligious training she had received. The
glitter of the spangles and the gay life
of the actor folk appealed to her, and she
decided to become a great actress.

Surely there was nothing' harmful
behind the footlights, she thought

Fine clothes and a "good time" were
to her liking.

She was handsome In face and form,
and Jt was not long before young scions
of wealthy families and elderly men of
means who haunt the "bald head" row
began to haunt the stage door and make
her acquaintance.

The flowers and champagne suppers
they furnished were also not amiss.
Jewels and gems were showered on her
and more than one, smitten with her
beauty, laid their hearts at her feet
and begged her hand in marriage.

But she refused them all, and finally
married a young man in the profession
named Martin.

Her Meeting with Young.
The confining bonds of matrimony

were evidently not to her liking, and
when "Floradora,' a musical comedy
which had gained great popularity in
London mainly through the famous
sextette, was Imported, she applied for
and obtained a position in the front row.

The company was organized to tour
the country, and was to extend to the
Pacific coast. This gave her an oppor-
tunity to visit California, something she
had always longed for.

It was on this trip that she met Young,
whose tragic death has caused her so
much misery and sorrow.

Young was a prominent and success-
ful horseman and bookmaker. He had
horses running on nearly all of the prom-
inent tracks of the country, and was re-

puted to be worth half a million dollars.
Although a married man, he immedi-

ately fell a victim to the charms of the
beautiful and vivacious show girl. On
their arrival in San Francihco he in-

stalled her in a handsome flat in Oak-
land, across the bay, and for some
months led a dual existence. Anything
she wished for was at her command.
During the trial it was shown that dur-
ing their acquaintance he had given her
thousands of dollars.

Leaves Stage for Tonng.
While on the coast she sued for a di-

vorce from her husband at b!s sugges-
tion, and also deserted the stage.

With all his faults, Young rrilntained
an outward show of respectallllty, liv-
ing in a pretentious home in n exclu-
sive section of San Francisco. He had
a certain respect for his wife, s,ad when
she discovered the double exis!ence he
had been leading, he was driven almost
crazy by the exposure. With tre reck-
lessness of a man insane, he entered up-
on a long debauch, and lost a fortune on
the block before he recovered himself.

According to his racing partner, he re-
peatedly tried to sever his unholy rela-
tions with the chorus girl, but his infatu- -

Some Information.
Visitor Boys will be boys,
Boston Youth Pardon, madam, the

Darwinian theory teaches that a proto-
plastic cell may evolve into a boy, but a
boy must, of necessity, evolve into some-
thing else. Puck.

Talking Shop.
First Telephone Girl What did Belle

say when you told her your engagement
was broken?

Second Telephone Girl Oh, she said
It only meant another ring al

Magazine,

Had Been Lying in Yale Medical
Cold Storage Room for

Two Months.

New Haven, Conn. Mrs. OeorgeKlea,
of New York, took her husband's body
back to that city, after rescuing it from
the cold storage room of the Yale med-

ical school. Mrs. Klea made a sorrowful
tour of the undertaking shops of the
town, looking for the body of her hus-

band, whose death two months ago she
had only learned of. On learning that
the body had been sent to the medical
school, she hurried thence, to find the
body embalmed ready for dissection.
She secured a perm it to remove It to New
York.

Klea was a shoemaker here, and, be-

ing ill last June, was taken to the Spring-sid-e

home, where he stayed until his
death early in October. The officials
there for the first time learned of his
wife, whose address was found In his
pocket. Efforts were made to locate
her by letter and telegram, but, receiv
ing no reply, the officials finally turned
the body over to the medical school, ac-

cording to the law of this state.
In speaking of the matter Prof. Fer

ris, of the anatomical department of the
medical school, said:

Big Price for Small Fur.
Winter after winter large sums are

paid for particular rare 'furs that are
always In favor. Real blue fox skin,
of a rich sooty shade, invariably com-

mands a high price; but rarer still is
the black with white hairs silver fox,
for a single skin of which last season

480 was given. London Tit-Bit- s.

Odd Prison Lessons.
Photography lessons for prisoners,

says the report of the prison commis-
sioners for Scotland, have been attenda-
nt .h very successful results.


